BY ORDER OF THE  SHAH

"One day he sprawled in his palanquin in the wealth.
of silence. He belly wobbled with the rhythm of the
bearers. One arm hung over the side, idly flicking the
back of a slave who, by the eyes of Ali, was not trotting
fast enough to please his master. They journeyed beyond
the mosque; past the house of the oil company's representa-
tive, tennis courts deserted during the morning heat save
for two boys dragging a roller; and beyond the bazaar
dealers who cater for foreigners by having larger, slightly
cleaner shops and much larger prices.

"Following a sharp turn to the right, Ferid-ud-Din
left the main street, and, with a grunt, bade his bearers
set him down near the fruit market. At the entrance lay
a beggar, whose name was Ismail. Thin and emaciated,
every bone in his body almost breaking through the
wrinkled skin, he lay stretched upon a few filthy rags.
Rotting bandages failed to conceal festering sores. A
palsied hand held out an earthen saucer to catch a coin
from the compassionate passer-by.

"For a moment or two Ferid-ud-Din regarded him in
silence. Gradually the benevolent expression, assumed for
the benefit of his European acquaintances, faded, leaving
a bloated, pock-marked face, chins cascading beneath
the heavy jowl. Sunk between the fleshy cheeks a thin-
lipped mouth curved downwards in a sneer. On each side
of a small pinched nose glinted avaricious eyes.

" 'Salaam 'aleikum, Excellence,5 he said ironically to
the prostrate beggar.

"Ismail sprinkled his head with metaphorical dust
from beneath the feet of his patron, and shielded his eyes
from his visitor's brilliant radiance.

" 'Wa 'aleikum as-salaam, Presence,5 he replied, 'Alas,
what shall I say? My unworthy body cannot gain the
nourishment it needs. Therefore these sores heal not.
My wife, as thou knowest, has forsaken me (may the palms
of her hands be spewed out by dogs). There is none to
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